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She was willing to give up everything, to
suffer everything to be changed, on condition
that she did it with her whole self, complete
as she was now, when even her own blue
egg-cups into which she put her two brown
eggs were a definite part of her.

She tapped her egg with her bone spoon.
Bid she want to be married? She had
regained her balance after that morning with
Boston with an effort; but so much that
she felt she need not go away. And then,
when Bettington came last night, she knew
she had been deceiving herself. She had
been waiting for a letter. All the evening
she had mistrusted herself, had been uncertain
and afraid, and at the end, when Bettington
had talked so strangely, her last defences
had gone. It was too precarious to be
endured. She could go away, of course;
but she did not want to go away. The very
ache of her longing to hide warned her that
it was no use hiding. Something had to be
settled. Yes, she was going to get married.

It must be marriage. She was sick of all
the liaisons of the people whom she knew,
sick of Miss Sidney's " I suppose you've
heard . . .", sick of her own desire to know
and her weariness when she knew; these